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A note from
the author

 


Thank you! Thank you
for purchasing my latest book. Having just spent the last eternity
proof-reading, editing, and putting it all together, you might
think I'd be sick of the sight of the stories herein, but no.
Written almost exclusively during the last eight months (Women
in a box and The clock mender and his wife being the
exceptions), these tales are still as fresh to me as when they
first saw the light of day.

I appreciate that
several of them are not easy reads. The texts are often
interspersed with italics, denoting changes in narrator, time,
place, perspective, or state of mind, and may need careful perusal
to fully comprehend my intentions. Having said that, most have
thrived across the Internet on various short story sites, and
appear here having being well-placed in short story competitions
and having received numerous awards for their perceived
quality.

I am never happy simply
writing erotica for the sake of it, believe it can be a powerful
vehicle to convey dark and desperate themes, complex and
emotionally disparate themes. I will leave it to you to decide
whether or not I have succeeded. Thank you again for taking the
time to read my stories; I hope, once finished here, you will be
tempted to take a look at my other provocative publications.

Alexandra Amalova

November 2014

London
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Bread of
Heaven


Auto-cue 1

The mass-production of
our daily staple (waggle the limp, blanched slice till my tits
jiggle) has debased it, devalued it, ripped it (dramatically tear
it in half) from the core of our diet to lie curled and pasty on
the periphery (toss it over shoulder; pick up wine glass and toy
with it).

I have barely (steal a
glance at understated Rolex) twenty-five minutes to eradicate that
image and restore bread to its rightful place as King of Foods (sip
wine; lick lips and exhale).

So, I need all of its
erstwhile subjects (appeal to the S&M in everyone: jab finger
at camera) to rise up (raise brows and form patented pursed-lipped
smile) and help me perform a miraculous make-over, adding
lascivious allure (widen eyes at intentional hyperbole) to tempt
your tired senses, till you want it (flare nostrils, sniff
newly-baked sample and roll eyes heavenwards), need it (enhance
intentional play on words by slowly and precisely manipulating left
hip with perfectly manicured hand) with all your being.

Seduction, like baking,
is alchemy, a mere mixing of chemicals in the correct proportions
accompanied by apposite incantations. It is art, science, and
religion combined. For these particular dark arts, I have the
skill, the recipes, and the requisite words. What's that you say?
So have I? Otherwise how would I ever get laid? Listen to
me: seduction isn't about sex, any more than baking is simply about
the finished loaf. It's about controlling another's expectations,
deceiving their senses, and secretly shaping their perceptions.

I acquired this recipe many years
ago during a long weekend with a very nice chap who turned out to be
the last of a very long line of master bakers (totally
deadpan).

My bread is like any
other bread, but I have you dying to buy my book and aching to make
it. I have a cunt much like any other cunt and tits that are more
or less as stretched and saggy as most, and yet I have you aching
to sample mine. So why does every straight male, many a bent male,
and apparently half the women who weekly watch me, want me and mine
above all others? More exactly: how does this recipe
work?

As with so much in
life, the ingredients are nothing special, but the results are
simply ammmmm (close eyes; buzz that m) mazing.

1 kg strong bread flour

625 ml tepid water

30 g fresh yeast

2 tablespoons sugar

1 level teaspoon fine sea salt

Flour, for dusting

Method.

Take one upper-class,
thirty-seven year-old, slightly overweight, slightly slutty, rather
outspoken, plummy wench. Marinate overnight in Château Margaux. Carefully coiffeur; dress
in couture. Decorate with perfect make-up then ever so slightly
dishevel her. Place her on a pre-heated telly for about thirty
minutes every week till half the country is on its knees
masturbating and masticating before her.

Is he here? I glance
around the dimly-lit periphery for his distinctive clothing. Fuck.
Inside, I deflate, yet the monitor is filled with me, almost bursts
with me.

Auto-cue 2

I'm crazy about bread (roll eyes, coy
smile).

I adore it (bite
bottom lip).

'The bread is my
body.'

Of course, I don't say
that; at least, not in so many words. The meaning is encoded in a
multiplex of subtle gestures, carefully chosen words, and sensual
manipulations. No, the switchboard would be in meltdown if I issued
those words, but the religious symbolism is there for all to
see.

The height of the
camera is vitally important. Dave knows that, understands the fine
balance between enclosure and disclosure, ensures the viewer's eye
is constantly perfectly titillated. He's seen my mammaries naked,
has sucked and kneaded them, fucked and squirted on them, knows
they're just like his wife's, his lover's, and much like his poor
old mother's, and so fully comprehends the craft and subtlety
required.

It's incredibly exciting (gentle
tit-sway caused by wriggling bottom).

There he is. Late, as
he always is for everything. I allow myself a lip-biting smile, a
lip-glossing swipe of my tongue, and feel arousal melt my innards
till their drips baste my knickers, and all just through knowing he
is watching me.

Cast (Biblical
reference perhaps missed by everyone except him) yourself into it
and you will be rewarded a thousand times over.

It's so (tilt head
back, twist lips, pause and close eyes slightly) therrrr... (roll the
r) apeutic.

Making bread is like
making... making... (stare into camera, smoulder, breathe in,
strain that third shirt button) nothing else.

It's beautifully
(waggle floury fingers) tactile and you'll be so proud of yourself once
you've (cock head slightly) mastered it (even oblique
S&M references are worth their weight in golden
chains).

Seduction isn't about
giving someone what they want: it's about showing them a glimpse of
something they don't want, and in a way that makes them want it
more than life itself, leading them on a merry dance of alternating
promise and denial, offer and withdrawal, certainty and doubt, till
their initial ambivalence transmutes into a sizzling obsession. I
wasn't what anyone wanted when I started out, but I've made myself
indispensable by my wanton reserve, my suggestive coyness. I
magickally combine transparency with inscrutability, familiarity
with the unreachably exotic, and now every fucker wants - to slice,
spread and eat - a piece of me.

The overhead static
camera gawps down my cleavage, offering brief glimpses of the
sumptuous lace that presses tanned orbs upwards into a suggestion
of pliant intimacy. My right hand crosses to my left shoulder,
slips inside my crisp Bouchra Jarrar shirt and apparently adjusts
whatever it finds there. In truth, it did nothing, it was all for
show, but the viewer is fooled, is certain that the camera never
lies.

Flip back to Dave's
loving but precise professional perspective.

Auto-cue 3

Heap
the flour onto
a smooth clean surface and form a deep (voice breathy,
soft and low) well in the centre.

Decant (say it
slowly: it sounds a little like dick cunt) half your water into the well,
then lovingly sprinkle on your yeast, sugar and
salt.

Now stirrrrr (keep
rolling the r as you demonstrate) with a silver fork.

Of course (raise brows
and apply patent smile) it doesn't have to be silver, but I
(lengthen and emphasise the I) find silver feels soooo (hold those
cock-sucking lips a little longer... and hold... and release) much
nicer.

'The wine is my
blood.'

Something else I didn't
actually say, but again the implication is there. My trademark cut
glass is always half empty, never half full. I lift it to my lips,
sip slowly, savouring every glistening claret drop.

'Lick your lips. Always
lick them after a drink. We have research that suggests the male
viewer loves it'

I look suitably
shocked.

'What? I only have one
male viewer? And what? You went round and asked him?'

Peta's every smile is
excruciatingly patronising. In an uncharacteristically cruel
moment, I wonder if it were her name that made her a lesbian, or
would she have been a lesbian regardless.

'No, Alexa. No on both
counts. Just lick your lips. Okay, darling? And I think it best not
to mention your father. Yes?'

Did the director just
say that? Just before a live show? Barely forty-eight hours after
the funeral. Somehow, I smile.

'Of course. Why would
I? They already know, surely?'

'Surely, yes.'

I shrug and over-egg
the cheerfulness.

'He was Home Secretary,
after all.'

'Yes, yes, of
course.'

Her second patronising
smile is as unnecessary as her tactless direction. I have only just
returned from the toilets after my second on-set breakdown and I'm
now about to have another. I breathe deeply, smile patently, my
bared imperfect teeth perfectly gleaming. Eyes, stay dry, please,
stay dry.

'Anything else I
shouldn't talk about while I'm showing the country how to bake a
loaf? The Moors Murders? Charles Manson? The Holocaust?'

Peta pats my arm,
touches my naked skin with her unexpectedly sweaty palm and nods
sympathetically.

'You'll be fine, dear.
Just fine.'

Seduction is subtle. At
its most sublime, the seducer doesn't even realise seduction is
occurring; that's how insignificant the touches must be; that's how
inconsequential the words must seem. His touches and his words are
thus, and the confidences he has shared are trifles, yet every
sight and sound of him numbs my intellect and fuses my
emotions.

Switch to overhead
static camera.

Auto-cue 3

Slowly, but confidently (stroke
it, tease it with straight fingers and eye-watering nails),
ease the
flour in from the outside of the well.

Be gentle. Don't
brrrreak (trill that tongue) the walls of the well, or the gloop
will go
(roll eyes, pout and smile naughtily as if you actually mean
everywhere) everywhere!

Dave in three, two,
one...

Continue teasing (pause, gaze
into the camera) the flour into the centre until you achieve a
gooey consistency then (brush a stray hair from your
face with the back of your hand) add the remaining water.

Work it (breathe
deeply, noisily), mmm, I love the feel of it between my fingers
(raise goo-covered digits; rub them together and feign
mini-orgasm), work it back into goo - not too stifffff (raise one
eyebrow and glance up into camera).

I need him now. Need
him inside me. Even as I work this sticky mess in front of
millions. If he knows, he never shows it, yet I have ached for him
for years, ever since Daddy first brought him home. Of course, he
wasn't a household name back then, did not belong to the nation. He
was mine, belonged only to me.

Dough is incredibly
tactile. I can get wet between my legs just by kneading it. By
imagining. Pliant flesh. Incredulous eyes. Yes, lucky boy, I pulled
your trousers down. Yes, I'm sucking you off. Yes, it's really me,
TV chef, Alexa Danson holding your dick between her plush moist
lips. See how it's swelling, growing. Mmm, you're very, very big!
Ooh, it's everywhere! It went every-fucking-where! You naughty,
naughty boy!

Auto-cue 7

Let's get
aggressive! (gently gyrate as you knead, breasts
swaying, long dark hair flowing, hands constantly moving.)

Bring in all the
flour; make the mix less sticky (display comic disgust as you
work it through your fingers).

Flour your hands and pat
(gasp) and
push (and again) the dough together with all the remaining
flour.

My cheeks are pink and
a coil of hair has stuck to my brow. The lights make me hot. I'm
glowing now, flowing now, and the auto-cue is superfluous.
Instructions, insinuations, and all their physical manifestations
are unconsciously delivered as my nob of dough approaches a
sensational on-screen climax. If I still smoked, it's now that I'd
light a sultry cigarette. Instead, I seductively raise and empty my
glass. Off-screen and unseen, it magically refills.

Seduction is a lie,
turns crow's feet into laughter lines, fills every tired crease
with hard-won experience, and transforms asymmetry into beguiling
beauty. My teeth aren't perfectly straight, but a seducer's knowing
smile is not about perfection, much as eating is not about filling
your belly. Any epicure worth his Fleur de Sel de Camargue will
tell you their greatest pleasure is in the unexpected; variation is
at the centre of all sensuality.

Auto-cue 7

Dough is remarkably
like love, don't you think? (I just thought of this so bear with
me)

It has to be proved
(rolled eyes and patent smile: appreciative chuckles from
crew).

I know you've just got
it all together and it looks good enough to eat, but you've got to
let it rrrrrise (breathe in; deeper, till that third button strains
and pops open; there! A working man's weekly wage-worth of lacy
Chantal Thomass de Paris shyly peeps at millions).

Pop it somewhere warm
and mmmmmoist (don't overdo it - we'll get more complaints) and it
will soon double in size.

Switch to overhead
static cam. That's a lot of tit for seven pm, Alexa. Hold it there,
darling, hold... okay, back to Dave.

Give it thirty minutes
to let nature take its course.

Personally
(intimately, secretly, filthily) I like to give it a little
longer...

And remember:
don't fiddle with
it! (does research reveal how many of my regular millions
are masturbating right now?)

Simply (gaze
lustfully into the camera; take another sip and slowly swallow)
let it do its
thing.

Where are you now? Did
you leave? Oh, please God, be here to see me at my sumptuous,
stylish, sensual best. More than all the others together, I need
you to see me. I need you. Physically. Emotionally. Spiritually.
Stay with me tonight. Fuck me tonight.

There's flour on my
face, a perfect stray splodge of powdery white lodged within the
fine down of my left cheek, deposited when I brushed my hair aside
with the back of my hand. You think it accidental, but it was
meticulously practised and executed. Research reports that the male
demographic loves the casual messiness, the impromptu physical
flaw. Apparently, it reminds them of their mum, or, more likely,
the tight skirted, big titted, sharply dressed, attractive,
intelligent and alluring mum they wished for but never ever had.
And oddly, reportedly, it somehow makes them want to take me to
bed, tie me up and fuck my arse.

I need to see you. Have
something to tell you x

That's all his text
said. He is never verbose, unlike me; I fill every spare second
expounding my innermost thoughts, while he sits and considers,
digests, ruminates. Is it his power that attracts? His Money?
Lineage? His profound intelligence? It's surely not his balding
head and hunched shoulders. Daddy says - used to say - he's somehow
had more women than Hugh Grant, has the sexual voracity of the
rampant lion that adorns his family crest. So why has he never
fucked me? Why the eyes, the fleeting touches, the constant nagging
he evokes in my ventricles and vagina, if he doesn't want me?

During my flour-cheeked
reverie, I hopefully explained how to beat the air out of the
dough, prove it again and stick it in the oven. I turn around,
display my generous pencil-skirted arse replete with carefully
random floury handprint and slowly slide the loaded tin into the
gaping hot oven.

Auto-cue 7

That's gas mark four,
or a hundred and eighty degrees C, for about thirty minutes.

You can tell if it's ready
by tapping its
bottom (cloud of flour as I lean over ever so slightly
and tap my own behind).

If it sounds hollow,
it's done (cock
head, tap buttock again and listen).

Mmm, apparently I'm
not done yet (smile; move swiftly on).

If, like me
it doesn't
sound hollow, then sssslide it back in for a little longer.

Turning my back to
ostensibly gaze through the heatproof glass, I wiggle my buns for
the entire fucking nation. TV: my arse. Whatever next?

And here's a batch
fresh from the oven that I prepared earlier (tease tongue
expectantly across top lip).

Last year, when
Marjorie died, I was there for him, wept with him. We were close,
back then. Closer than ever and I thought... But it would obviously
have been inappropriate. Obviously. Now, today, he wants to see me.
Has something to tell me...

It breaks easily,
deliciously; it steams. I pull a similar face to this when I cum,
but now it's all about the bread: the aroma; the redolence; the
dopamine-inducing sensory overload that is freshly baked bread.
Butter melts, drizzles through the flesh and softens the rustic
crust. I open my mouth, part my imperfect teeth and savour the
heat, the texture, the incredible, indescribable taste. I faux-cum
again, shudder, shake my shoulders and feel my tits bounce in
contrary motion. My knickers are actually wet, whether from his
unprecedented presence in my public domain, or from this whole
shared primordial experience, I can no longer tell.

Auto-cue 8

Mmmm (draw out those
vibrating lips). Thanks for... joining (the pause insinuates
conjoining) me on this bread-taking (patent smile, wrinkled nose)
journey. See you next time (pop in another hot lubricated chunk,
speak with mouth disgustingly full) on "A Mouthful of Alexa" (I
thought of that title; what do you think?).

Ciao! (Raise glass and
wash it all down. Credits roll. Camera pans away as I exchange
informal inaudible chat with off-screen crew).

I'm washing hands.
Drying. A cough. His cough. I turn. We embrace. The aftershave I
bought him. The crew disappear. Lights dim. He holds both my hands
and steps away. Looks me up and down.

'You were
fantastic!'

'Thank you.'

'Your father would have
been so proud.'

'Yes.'

It's all I can say
without sobbing. I smile and my eyes moisten. His handkerchief dabs
them dry. Releasing the other hand, he lifts a morsel of buttered
bread to his mouth and chews. His saggy old face is suddenly
beatific.

'Christ, you're a
fabulous cook.'

I shrug.

'It's bread. It's just
bread. Surely, I didn't fool you too with that lip-biting,
cleavage-wiggling hokum?'

He smiles knowingly,
takes both my hands then speaks conspiratorially.

'Alexa, I'm getting
married.' For a moment, I thought he said he was getting married.
'To Pat, you know?' My face is so blank, he must think me stupid.
Or dead. For another moment, I thought he said he was getting
married to Pat. 'My secretary? She's been such a rock these last
few years. I don't what I'd have done...'

I laugh. He has such a
sense of humour. I pull him to me and hug him and very, very slowly
it dawns on me. He's getting married to Pat, his secretary, who has
been such a rock these last few years. I don't know what to do. I
hug him and cry with feigned happiness as my life burns to a
cinder.

Auto-cue 9

So what are you
waiting for? (cock head to one side, curl
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